CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVENTH
A Study of Stage-Management — I Am Tricked into Signing a New Contract.
BEFORE I came under the management of Mr. Daly, I may say I never really knew what stage-management meant. He was a young man then; he had had, I believe, his own theatre but one season before I joined his forces, yet his judgment was as ripe, his decisions were as swift and sure, his eye for effect was as true, his dramatic instinct as keen as well could be.
We never exchanged so much as a frown, let alone a hasty word, over work. I realized that he had the entire play before his " mind's eye," and when he told me to do a thing, I should have done it, even had I not understood why he wished it done. But he always gave a reason for things, and that made it easy to work under him.
His attention to tiny details amazed me. One morning, after Mr. Crisp had joined the company, he had to play a love-scene with me, and the " business " of the scene required him to hold me some time in his embrace. But Mr. Crisp's embrace did not suit Mr. Daly — no more did mine. Out he went, in front, and looked at us.
" Oh," he cried, •" confound it! Miss Morris, relax — relax! lean on him — he won't break! That's better — but lean more! lean as if you needed support! What ? Yes, I know you don't need it — but you're in love, don't you see? and you're not a lady by a mile or two! For God's sake, Crisp, don't be so stiff and inflexible! Here, let me show you!"
Up Mr. Daly rushed on to the stage, and taking Crisp's place, convulsed the company with his effort at acting
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